SHADOWS

losing ground slowly but steadily, and the source of all the
trouble has never ceased its virulence. This morning, I am
somewhat buoyed up by the fact that she has not apparently
become weaker within the last twenty-four hours, but such
a slender thread supports her life now that the least strain
may snap it in an instant. My way has been dark and hard.
But do not think of coming up. We are both of those
unfortunate people who sorrow alone. I know I have your
most earnest thoughts. But there are some places we have
to cross without the help of a hand except those we feel to
be stretched out from afar. Surely if the desires of many
will enable her to come back to us, she will live.
Yours always sincerely,

J. RAMSAY MACDONALD.

She died on September 8, 1911, and an inner light

was extinguished in MacDonald's life for ever.

###*###

In a sense he was never altogether the same man
again. The sensitiveness, the shyness, the spiritual
aloofness, to which he had always been inclined, now
grew upon him. It was not only that he had lost a
companion who had possessed something like a genius
for friendship, and had maintained a host of affectionate
contacts with the outer world. Her influence, at once
heartening, steadying and soothing, had been precisely
suited to his temperament, with its almost excessive
sensitiveness, its unpredictable moments of inspiration,
its moods of exultation and of discouragement. Almost
every portrait of MacDonald suggests at first sight
the artist rather than the statesman. His face, a strange
combination of sensitiveness and determination, is a
mirror of his life. Henceforth the artist in him was
deprived of that intimate influence which had made the
asperities of the world easier for him to put up with,
and him easier for the world to understand.